A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND

here is the important point, because he had local
pull, he had been entrusted with the care of youth for
eighteen months. This was bad enough. The safety
of the line was another matter. Seeing what I had
seen, knowing what I knew7 and visualising the future,
as his brigadier took no notice of my protest, even
going so far as to say the matter was no business of
mine, I determined on having the wretchedly miser-
able man removed, for the good of us all. I saw a
very senior medical officer about the matter and
persuaded him to take action, with the result that the
drink-drug addict was removed to England, there to
degenerate and eventually die. The safety of the line
outweighed all other considerations. Drink control
was imperative.

I sit at tea, in the line, when the telephone rings.
I go to it as I am wanted. I am told I am promoted
brigadier-general, and that I must proceed next day
to my new command on the Somme. I go round the
Royal Irish Rifles line for the last time, at once, to
say au revoir.

The curtain rings down on this portion of the
stage. 'Keep the flag flying,' I tell them. 'There's no
German like a dead German/ I enjoin. I don't
believe it, but it goes down! Fifteen months of
successful blood and thunder is over, but much more
lies ahead.
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